'Fighting? What fighting? A slate hit me! Please, grajdane, don't
crowd in the streets. The hospitals will be full as it is. Why must you
add to the casualties?'

'Is the water high?'

'About ten feet.'

'Where?'

But he would not answer and hurried away. Frossia returned to the
balconied house. She had no faith in stories, she disregarded richly
embroidered details about the collapse of several bridges, but she
longed for a place of her own, for familiar voices and faces, for someone
to say: 'Now, Frossia, this job must be done at once,' and she had
nothing to do at the moment.

She went into her room, avoiding the kitchen occupied by the mid-
wife, the undertaker, and the textile worker. She could smell some
cooking, and guessed that the two men and Olga Semenovna were
busily using up their iron rations. Frossia slipped into her room almost
on tiptoe. Their end of Maly Prospect lay at some distance from
Gavan where, apparently, the river had already broken through; there
seemed no immediate danger to their walls, and now she had been out
and watched the scene in the street, she realized that she could not stay
safe and inactive anywhere. Galernaya was all fringed by rivers and
lesser streams. Boats had been rowed down Galernaya in many an
earlier flood. Frossia thought she would somehow try and get across,
and find herself among her intimates. Here she paused in the middle of
the room, her hands idly twisting a handkerchief. Unless Igor happened
to be at the Zabalkansky she could not reach him: she did not know his
address.

'But Elena Ivanovna would know it, and the Ratovs are certain to,'
she said aloud by way of reassuring herself.

She stayed indoors for about an hour. The kitchen door was ajar.
They had eaten well. Now the midwife was fingering a pack of greasy
cards, and Parfen Nikitich sat and listened to her chatter.

'Here is the knave of diamonds again. For a young man it means
promotion in business. For an elderly person a legacy.'

'Legacies are abolished by law,' he reminded her, and she chided
him:

'Cards never lie. Here is the queen of hearts. What did I tell you?
The knave of diamonds and the queen of hearts ... A most rare and
fortunate combination, Parfen Nikitich. You must have been born with
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